BLOOD WEDDING
SERVANT: But, child! What is a wedding? A wedding is just that
and nothing more. Is it the sweets - or the bouquets of flowers?
No, It's a shining bed and a man and a woman.
BRIDE: But you shouldn't talk about it.
SERVANT: Oh, that's something else again. But fun enough too.
BRIDE: Or bitter enough.
SERVANT: Fm going to put the orange blossoms on from here to
here, so the wreath will shine out on top of your hair.
[She tries on the sprigs of orange blossom.]
BRIDE [looking at herself in the mirror]: Give it to me.
[She takes the wreath, looks at it, and lets her head fall in discourage-
ment.]
SERVANT: Now what's the matter?
BRIDE: Leave me alone.
SERVANT: This is no time for you to start feeling sad.
[Encouragingly]
Give me the wreath.
[The BRIDE takes the wreath and hurls it away.]
Child! You're just asking God to punish you, throwing the wreath
on the floor like that. Raise your head! Don't you want to get
married? Say it. You can still withdraw.
[The BRIDE rises.]
BRIDE: Storm clouds. A fMI wind that cuts through nay heart.
Who hasn't felt it?
SERVANT: You love your sweetheart, don't you?
BRIDE: I love him.
SERVANT: Yes, yes. I'm sure you do.
BRIDE: But this is a very serious step.
SERVANT: You've got to take it.
BRIDE: I've already given my word.
SERVANT: I'll put on the wreath.
BRIDE [she sits down]: Hurry. They should be arriving by now.
SERVANT: They've already been at least two hours on the way.
BRIDE: How far is it from here to the church?
SERVANT: Five leagues by the stream, but twice that by the road.
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